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: Eerlormmm. and at the end he
* he

Our Ten Travalers had for some time
been comfortably seated in thelr [avor-
{1e nooks and loungiog places. Through
the iafluence of some chance remark
the desnlitory conversation had driftad
into our recalling various unaccoantable
mental impressions aad phenomens
with their curious and often startling

‘resnlts, and the Student Traveler, who

had listenod attentively througheat,
after & bit of genial banter at his unse-
customed silence, began the relstion of
the lollowing pleasant tale.

It s a very sbort and simple story,
without a single thread of y init,
b it bas an odd begioniog and an
agreeablo ending for those who are not

. myerss to occasionally Learing of the

Lumble heart dramas smong lowly folk
and lives,

My own part in it was almost an in-
voluntary one; something as when a
sconc-ahilter, half in dream und halt
{rom habit, might return to a darkened
ana deserted theatre and roll off and on
this setting or that until, all oninten-
tional with himsoll, real players have
fitted themsulves into his half phl.n?am
4l

almost unconsclously been
'p|.l,"l'ighl.[ manager, prompter and ag-
dience, all in one.

It began in tho comfortable room of
my inn, over nst Covent Garden
in London, in whicl, I bhad shut m:loff
from friends and scquaintances in order
to better sccomplish some important
literary work.

I had been engaged to write a series
of talos illustrative of lowly London life
for a famous London periodical. The
labor had proven a strangely aad pleas-
ure, but had proceeded with exireme
guccess and gratificatien, when I sud-
donly came to a polot where it seemed
jmpassible for me to coherently pen an:
other sontence.

It conld mot be accounted for on the
?mund of overwork or lack of material,

was in splendid phyaical condition; in
a mood of suparb mental elation. Dot
thero remained the stubborn, insur
mountable fact that I conld not ‘write.

This almost lite syncope had shut
down upon mo now for two days. The
first sheots of my manuscript were due
in the priotera’ hands at the end of two
daoys more. 5o much was at stake from
promptoess or iailure, that the sudden
roalization of all this affectod me still
mure disnstronsly. 1 cballenged my
powers of vreation and composition in
every manner possible to ordinary mas-
tery of such a situation; but it was of
no avail. I was as helploss to perform
my aljotted task a8 tho scullery maid in
tho dark kitchen below,

In this unpleasant steait 1 thought of
Ohelsea hospital'for British army pen-
slonore, | hastened to the fine old
place, rifo with historic associationy,
happy in the thought that, among its
grim und war searrod inmates, I could
no doubt tind some guaiut, odd charac.
ter around whom. a tender romance
conld be woven.

I lod no more than reached the
grounds, when I fonnd a burial equad,
just ready to set out with a desd com-
rade on that last sad march the British
pensioner ever tukes to the elumberous
shaodes of Brompton,

It was headed b

¥ o firing-party of
twelve, in old black waist belta with
worn cartonche-hoxesin front and an-
cient bayonets daogling behind.  Next
thom stood the tny old Chelsea afer,
“Little Joe,” and the grave and pompous
drummer, Harry MeDuh,

These wore succesdad by the coflin—
now resting on the graveled walk co¥-
ered with a dingy black pall on which
was laid tho single milltary trophy of
the dead, a worn, threc-cornered hat of
Williamthe Third's day—nnd aneclént
inmates of the dead soldier's ward,

It was not a large squad, but it wasan
‘unaccountable cheery one. The old
boye were merrily taunting each other
with portentous prophecies of who
ghould next fill the *box" that should
be thus carried out Brompton way; but
1 eould gee their bravado had in ita pit-
iful undertone of dolor and despair,

Gathered about the halted procession
wore an hundred or so more of these
yoteran paupers, fomo lenning listless-
Jy ngainst the sunny incades of the
building; some gathered in [ussy knots
discussing the merits of the departed;
gome ldly gazing at the little cortoge
with vaeant, stony faces; and othors
with eanes and crutchos pothering up
and down the line, mingling their
erackod old voices in the rough and un-
seemly badinage.

But the ancient pensioner sorgeant in
charge of the squad was now coming
from the governor's rooms with the
burial permit, l’mmonitoq notes upon
“Little Joe's” fifs accompaniod by drum
mutterings could be heard. ‘Lhe old
fellows wore falling into line, as the
gergoant took his place behind the rear-
most file; and thoeix veterana who were
to bear the coffin upon their shoulders
wero about to lift it from the ground.

Just then there appeared in the door
leading to tho corridors of the great
Hall a most ancient pensiooer. He
raised bis hand flattoringly and
scroechod ont the one word:

“Halt "

“Iv'a old Billy!" “Billy and Mike
hadn't made up afors Mike cronked!”
and *Wait a bit, sergeant, furol’ Billy "
were among the expressions I heard
running along the line.

1o came Euﬂiuu. wheezing, whimper-
ing down the broad staircase and ter-
race. Hopushed this one and that ono
aside petulantly. Whon be had reached
the side of the coflin, he tumbled down
beside it snd, fumbling the pall and tho
bat upon it distractedly, blurted out as
tho tears rolled down his hard old face:

“Mike—Mikn! to'rd th' lnsi, ye didn't
play fair, stealin’ my baccy an' grub
an' thinge, in ward 10; but [ can't ses
ye goln' away t' th' Brompton trenches

thont sayin’ it's all right—all right now,
Mike!"

Then old Dilly kissed the pnll and tha
hat, sobbed u little, eeranbled upon his
foet, glared upon his comrades de-
fiantly for his weakness and amotion,
and then, stumping along to the ser-
geant in charge, reinarked senten-
tiously:

“Plant 'im as scon as ye likea'now,
gorgeant. Mike was & 'ard un, was
Mike. But I've made my peace wi’
*im, an’ th' sconer eo's nnder cover th'
better fur all in Chelay!"

I'he sorgeant aave & low word of com-
mand, Tho coffin was liftod to tho
shoulders of the men, and the strange,
limping, shoilling, balting cortege
moved slowly awnay to the ahrill, hut
subdued notes of Little Joe's fife and
Harry MeDuh's mufiled drum, which
hositantly picked ont the famillar air
of the 14 h pssim.

Ab, here, surely are the pathotie incl-
dents for a story, I thought, na 1 moved
laltlr toold Lilly'sslde and touchod him
gently on the shoulder.

1 knew that a_pensioner’s griel, even
his mirth, had but eno fitting com-

anion, 1 know, too, a little alehouss

ard by—the ltoyal Military Asylum
tayero, an ancient Fraoklin's Row—
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whare thst eompauion could be had

s fire and glittering
rows of copper puncheons aod pewier
mugs, abd as I tooched him on the
shoulder I asked him sympathetically:

“Unecle Billy, woa't you come along
with me, 2ad, over a mog of ‘four ale’
and a f pipe of tobacco, tell me
something abont yourself nod Mike 7"

He lopked at me suspicionsly for a
moment whils emitting somethiog
twean a childish sob and s sarly growl,
but as the vislon of proflered cheer
ruduli broke over him he yislded to

ts blandishments and fell In behind me
with a -oldle;lry slep on our way to the
little tavern with the big name in his-
toric Franklin's Row.

I say historic Fraoklin's Bow, for the
very place whers we were floally coslly
seated before n huge doal table, beside
& cavernous fire place, wna the kitchen
of the identical honss in which the dis-
wolute Charles, tonched by tliegenerous
ploadings of k[m.lly Nell Gwynne, gave
to her, to be instantly transferred by
his favorits as msite for a peunioners’
hospital, King James' College and its
plessant surronnding meadows which
Charles had jast porchased [or bis
spriglhtly Nell at the beggarly price of
thirteen hundred pounds,

The cockles of the old pensioner’s
heart were acon warmed, and noticing
my interested looks about the dark and
antiguated place, after a decp and com-
forting draught as bis mug sud a few
pputtering whiffa at his pipe, the voto-
ran raminatively bogan:

“Ay, ay, pardner—no 'fenso semue
Mike is gone |—it's Nell’s ol’ ‘oms ; "ome
o' th’ horarage gal as made pa th’ 'omo
o'er theer, sech as it be."”"

Here he pondered awhile as 1f fixing
itall in hiy memory just as legend had
brought the pretiy tale down to its
trombhling old beneflciariea.

“Yp see, Nell did a’eop o dreamin’

fur 'or lordly parrymore, Ehe dreamed
this, that an' 'tother, rapid like, King
Charles allos'eeded 'er dreams, Mavbe
that mada 'ar dream more an’ more.
Any'ow, one night Nell dreamed mighty
'ard. Next day she wuz glum, like. The
king ghonk 'is 'ond an' worrited o'er it
‘W'al's hup, Nell?’ ee plumped at'er,
roagh an’ ready, ‘Oh, ye won't mind
wa't's hup!' she an'sers discoursged
like. ‘Odso, give it o name? says ee.
8o she hupa an’ houts wi’ it."”
Here the old pensioner closed his
eyes, pursed his lips and began in a
hoarse whisper of secrecy which could
be plainly Leard into the middie of the
street.

“ ‘Mothought,’ says Nell, rollin' er
fine heyes up’ard, ‘I was in th’ tields o’
Cholsy, an’ slowly thear rose afore my
heyes a gorgus pallus,”wi' a thousand
chambers. In an* hout theer walked
mauy old an’ worn out eoldier men, wi’
all kind o' scars, an' many maimed o'
limb, All o' them wasaged an' pnst
secvice; an' as they weut out an’ come
in, th’ ol .men ail cried out: “God
bless King Cuarles!” Then | oponed
my heyes an' wuz soro worritted o'ar
my dream.! Hup Charles roars: *Noll
Gwynne, I wish you'd dream dreams as
didn't cost so much!" Then she ans'er
hap: *'Ob, o'course I know'd you
wonlda’t do it!' w'en sasays: ‘Woll ye
koow amiss that time, Nell Gwynno, far
1 willdoit!’ An’'ee did!"

He snortod and beamed on me in
vory oxcoss of trinmph at his historical
recital and continued deprecatingly:

“That'a th' way th' 'Ospital come'd t'
be, sir, an’' no 'tother. 'Thout Nell
Gwynne's dream, right "ers in this verﬁ
‘ouge, sir, hus as made th' Britia
Hempire what it bs, wouldn't a "ad ary
place t' lay our ol' an’ worn-hout
*endsl” )

“0ld? Why, Uncle Billy, you'rs not
old:" I insisted enconragingly.

He looked at me a moment commiser-
atingly. He togezed at his pipo furi-
ously. Then taking his wrinkled ince
in his two hands and planting his elbowa
on the table stolidly, ho said with child-
ish vanily and woebogone ecarnestness:

“['ll be ninety-two year ol', this
month, God willing!"” ’

“Impoasible!” 1 retorted aflecting
amazoment,

“Ninety-two year,” he rapeated sol-
emnly. ‘“Listed in th' 3lst Foot, in
1810 served over forty vears; an' como
back t' th' workus or that—that 'ero
pen as ain't much better!”

#Kithand kin all gone, Uncle Billy ?"

“gith an' kin all gone.”

“No brothors, or sisters, or [riends?"

“Notary one.”

“No children, or wifs or—?"

"Sao 'are, now, pardner—no 'fense
genso Miko's gone t' Brompton!—1 told
yer all was mustored out”

BWhy didn't yon ever have a wife,
Uncle Billy ?"

I cannot tell why I drove him av
closo on this point. Perhaps it sprang
from vagarons bhuman contrariness.
But T did it with a dim sort of notion
thera had been perhaps somewhers,
gometime, a little woman, proud in
har way of this battered old hulk in
its braver days, and that he might have
forgotten the fact, along with olber
things old soldiers should often better
have remembered, :

“\Willam Merrill—that's my [all
namo, air, an’ born in Bedlordshire—had
awife, forty or filty years sgo, sir.”

“Forty or filty ‘vears ago!—hore in
London, Uncle Billy 7

“Ay, right here in Lunnon.”

“What became of hor?"

“DI!I.I]." 7y

“Do you know that?"

“Dons I know I'm lookin' at you?"”

“put how do you know that ehe
died 7"

“Dopa I kknow I 'avo this 'ore roge-red
dec'rashun on my breastie? Does I
koow I 'ave thiy "ere yaller an’ blue
dec'rashiun on my tother breastie? Does
1 know w'ers an’ 'ow I got ‘em? Doos
1know w'en I loft service on a bob (a
ghilllng) a day pension, I marched moro
miles o'or Lunnon streets, o searchin' of
'er than I hever trod in Tnrkey or th'
Crimoa? Does I know that nothin' on

oarth'd o made mo give hup th' search.
n' an' th' pension, an’ Iny my bones in
that theer livin' groave, 'cept 1 was
cock-sura she was dead an' gonel—got-
tin' nothin’ but a penny n day, for ale
an' 'bacey money, & bunk no bigger
than poor Mike's box t' sleep om, an'
arf a loaf, a ounce o' butter, Thames
skimmin’s far soup, an' a bowl of yarb
tea, all fur o 'ealthy man t' thrive on?—
ugh!" ho coneluded with a florce shrug
of resentment at his environment and
contempt for my own ignorance of what
had so long ago proven a bitter finality
to this old, old veteran who was snort-
ing and faming belors me.

Thoere was an casy way to dispol this
outburst of feeling, and when it had
besn utilized I lod him back over the
sunnier road of his fondness for his
dead comrade, to n glimpse of his daily
life in Ward 10, Chelsea hospltal.

I thun discoverod the carious [ncls
that Mike haid somo sixty yeara belore,
been_a rival for his dead wifo's hand;
that Unele Billy had won after n fiorce
conrtahip; and that the singular human
drama ol wo many years belore bad
drawn the twe mon together afleld ; had
walded them in closer (rlendship whon
the bitter daya of tho pensionor's life

bad come; and that bhero thoy had at

.

last battled together, now in
aimost hnm.:lh@glo quareels, again in
firmer and more pasustic friendships,
nnsil Comrade Mike, In his failing, im-
becile bours, had taken to little *
tions upon his 's scant larder,
which had brought about an undying
hatred betwesn the two, lerminating at
Jast in the pitiful scena I bad witnessed
in Obelsea hospital yard.

T aat beside the old fellow for more
than halt of that day. I listened to his
brave tales of valorons deeds: his objor-
gatlons upon the life at Chelses, an
endless repetition of meauness and cun-

ing, plughiﬂ'}luuﬂ and burning dis-

stand; aod I heard, orthought I plaia-
Iy beard, the imperstive thamping
c{hum. ot the staff upen my hollow

desk.

Bomething like a feeling of solemnity
now came Apou me. lhe persistence
and insistence of the [ace iu the ink-
stand ronsed me from dalliance to ac-

ton.

I rubbed my eyes furiously, thinking.
“Now, presta! and away it flies!” but it
was nlﬁalhm I clapped my hands
loundly er, but the wraiih was no-
moved. 1 dashed my penholder down
beside the inkstand, but it was as
though the humped Lody had merely
tarily laid aside her stad.

atent; wtealthy of
or pensioners’ weaknessos, bravado
and cowardice and his own wondrons
days and ways; snd, more pitifal than
all, his eyer-recurring querulousness,
childishness and helplessness, now sincs
his last eotn on earth was gone,

As Isatand listened I bullt my story
over and over: Of the two old peasion-
ors, rivale in youlb, comrades in arms,
atil] comrades in the tonching quest for
the woman l.h;{]boilr had loved, com-
rades in the wilder, flercer battles of
their last companionship, with the final
deadly hurt which drove them apart
until the lips of one were forever still,
and then the old man groveling upon
hias knees beside the coffin and the pall,
just before the saddoniog cor &
away, aa its climax of Lopeless pathos
and griel; until it all moved within e
from begloning to end with tumulta.
oms, impetuons tread.

Then I pressed upon the ?ld fellow

1 left my chairand bathed my eyes in
eold water, paced the room for a time
and even read in my books. When
taraed to my cesk agaln, it sesmed as
though the face in the inketand was
looking wonderingly and protestingly
into mine. 1 stepped to the gas jet,
taroed it off, went out of my spartment
and took several quick turns in the
hallway. When I had como back and
rellzhted the gas, the little old woman
only gazed up into my face with a puz-
tled and troubled look.

I raog wmy bell and a servant shortly

caine,

“Tako this Inkstand,"” T said to him,
“have it cleaned thoroughly and bring
me a fresh well of ink.”

When be had dene my biddiog and
had retired from the room, it was a long
time before I dare turn Lo the croel
offacement I folt certain had been
wrooght. Even then, my eyes stole

heapishly, gmiltily, to the des

some coin tiong aad
ale, saw bim back to the pleasant hos-
pital grounds, and, biddipg him a hearty
gwd-l:iya, started to turn away,

Holding his rangh old hanod for a mo-
mont, I was thrilled with a sudden and
convincing thought, It took expression
in my parting words as I looked in his
doleful face,

“"Uncle Billy, 1 believe something will
happen o Telieve your loneliness up
there in Ward 10, eince Mike has gone

nmg."
“(oly ope thing ecould 'appen now,
gir;” he replied with a startling groan,

1 knew what ho meant; but that was
not my thought,

“No, no; it will not be that, Uncle
Billy. 1t is sometbing better. brighter
thau that. You have not shown me
yot vounr wilo is deal. I beliove—I
Fnow—sho will yet bo fouod to take
Miks's place through many esunoy

days!"

’Ella old man wrang his hand flercely
ont of mine. Ho staggered back against
the stone pillar of the mateway, and
would have fallen, had not the old pen-
sloner sentry come to his support,

My lnat glimpse of lim, as 1 turned
and almost fled, was & picture that will
noever leave my heart. The old pen-
gioner's face had turned from bronze to
deathly white, and I felt that unutier-
sble maledictions were struegliog from
his lips for the false hopes I hud so
cruslly raised within him,

But insome wild, hoedless, unaccount-
able way, I had a stubborn belief in
what I iad felt and said. It posseased
ma over and abovgevery impulie to-
wards my own remoracless task.

“[hat woman Is alive, here in Lon-
don. Ishall bainstrumental in briog-
ing theso two strife-beaten old souls
togother,” came flashing and whirling
in upon me agein and agalon as I has-
tened back to the city and my work. I
did not reason this out. I could not,
It followed mo even when I stole into
the National Gallery, and for added in-
spiration in my story-making, stood be-
fors Herkomer's great painting of the
Chelsen pensioners at vesper service,

Yes, therw they all were, grimly and
awlally real and true. Not very rever-
ential, these old war dogs of other days.
You can see they are uneasy as children
in their pews. You nlmost hear their

feat gotiing loto complications with

wooden legs, canes and crulches; and
one cannok but listen lor strauge snuf-
flings, clearing of throats and hard
asthmatic breathing, Dut the mighty
master piece—nlmost history, in eug-
gostiveness, of DBritaln’s imperial con-
quests and her thankless niggardiiness
to tho broken lives that had been cast
romorsolessly aside—does not one whit
oxaagerate tho wondrous pathos of their
collective and individual aspect. The

ainter has told sl the wretehied, heart-
Ernaking story in thess white beads and
Dbattle-searred, bent frames bowed in
groveling, proteative silence at the time
of benediction and pu.{nr!.

In & haif hour more I was back at my
desk, my window shufters clossly
drawn and hiding the dl'sn'lg' ﬂ.nppluig of
a ghoatly London fog, my fire and light
burning brightly, aod “everything in
rendiness for my inspirated task. Then
the ons thought flashed over me that &
master had told (llimitibly more on
canvas than could ever ba revealed in
words. But 1 fought this down, and
still ezsayed to write,

Again and again I bogan, but itscemed
liko contemptible plaglarism, yes, al-
most like lterary sncrilege, to even
tread on ground so incomparably tra-
vergod before me, The entire fabric of
the day began to vanish like & phantom
of the nignt. I saw tirst, Herkomer's
great painting; then the wrotched laco
of the poor old man 1 had left half faint.
ing at Chelsea Hospital Gate; snd then
—the face, or outlines of a face, my
dogged persistence in an apparently
hopeloss fancy was slowly conjuring
out of the misty depths of visionary
clouds,

For hours 1 eat thus wordless and
ollortlons before my desk and papers, 1
had long boforo flung my pen {rom me
and it bad rebounded from tho dosk
and fallen with one end rosting across
the lhuge glass inkstand, With my
head beld tightly in my hands, I was
gazing vacantly at both, seeing noithor
fairly from strees of montal excitoment
and distraction.

Suddenly within the curves, protro-
gions and indentations of the orna-
montal glasson the outer surfnco of the
inkstand the half caught lines of n
woman’s face arrested my attention,
Mora startling still, it was the identical
fnce which my fancy had evolved from
theetrange and pathetic incidents of tho
day, and it now took on definite form
and fonture in the old glass inkstand
befors me.

Not only did this face of a womnn
come distinetly into view, but aside
{rom its plainly traceable lineameuts,
below and beneath it wne & crouched,
bent aud humped little body, while the
penholder had been grotosquoly trans-
formed into the figurc's stout and stur-
dy stall,

I laughed ontright at the carious
hallucination and challenged the old
penslonar ny if In potty triwmph with:

“Ah* I told you your wile was not
dond, Unelo Billy., Sea! llere we have
already fouund hor!"

Beliove it or not, the fnce in the ink-
stand reaponded to this with many and
the aweetest of noda and smilos.

“There vou are then, Mistross Aer-
rill?" 1 banteringly asked of the face
In the inkstand,

A nod and & smile followed (Lia in-
stantly,

“And you are still patiently waitiog
for Uncla Billy who novor came?"”

Imperative noddings and a mournful
amile wore the immodiate response,

“Doar, dear! It is very loyal and
good of yon; but won't you pleaso go
away just lor & little, until this hatoeful
atory is begun and done, Mistross
Moreil1?" I pleaded kindly but dis-
tractedly.

“No, no, nol" was

Elnln_l:r anawarad
o

in the dejected head shaking in tho ink-

Thers, hier, clearer, more inerad-
jcable than before, was the fice in the
inkatand, its tear-dimmedeyes following
my every movement with a pleadinglook
of bewilderment and fear,

In & moment more, with hat and
great-coat donnod, and with a parting
glance at the faco which now escemed
radiant in samiliog approval, I had lelt
my ion and gained London’s midnight
atroaln.

Almost as in a dream where a citv's
thoroughfares ssem like cloud-filied
canals with ghosily humanos drilting
along theig lower depthe, 1 turned inte
Muiden Line, ronnded Laicoster square;
pushed througl the harpy throngs of
Trafalgar Bquara aend the Btrand;
erowded on Into Fleet street; puuasrnw.‘
the maze of wynds and alleys rouud
abont the Royal Justico Courts, as far
as Choocery Lane, nnd thenee, around
by Lincoln Ion flelds, by ziezag, tortns
ous courae, peering into every woman's
faco 1 saw for likenees of the face that
baunted me, I camo at lass, exhanated
and discouraged in my eearch, to the
corner of Southampton stroet and the
Strand.

Here he balted for a little, leaning
against the Sonthampton side of the ex-
treme corner of the building thers,
gazing ruelully into the Strand, which
was etill crowded with the Godforsaken
of London alter midnight honre.

“It js her face; and I will find it yet!”
I muttered aloud ns I cost & parting
glance ,up and down the fog-shrouded
homan tides of the Strand.

"Ia it an old face or & young one, you
are looking for, my dear?” inquired a
golt volee at iny elbow, just around the
corner of the building in the Strand.

The voico was ns sweot a8 an innocent
child's; snd yet it held thatsubtle chord
of intereat and sympathy which can
alono be modulated by & matore and
tender human heart.

I whirled and faced, jor rather bent
over, the speaker; for her head scarcely
came to iy waist. I saw with beating
hoart and bowildered brain tha haunt-
ing [aca in the ink-stand; the vory face
I songht; the face of a little, old,
homped-back woman, with sturdy staff
in hand; a face set upwardly, as is the
sorry way with dwarfa; a face in which
some unutterablo human hopelessness
was drawn into stony lines, and yet on
which thuere seemed, ay you looked npon
it, to grow in high relief aradiant trans-
fignramnent of trast and faith; the oldest,
plainest, swestest face in tho great Lon-
don town; and a faco L eould only look
upon in astounded silonce for its {riend-
ly reassuriag emiles,

“I'n just Drury lane Batty, sir.
Everybody on the Strand knowa Batty.
Some of them loves her too. 1'm here-
abouts at nights—I like it best, sir—and
sometimes Batty helps them that falls
to the earth from discouragements and
the like, sir. The night-time is when
help's most needad, sir. Besides, old
Batty is lookiog for a [ace, too, sir. But
arg you In tronble? Sometimes them
that's best dressed, sir, have deepest
hurts. I'm just now going in, sir, and,
if you don't mind, we will bave a cup of
tea together. We can talk better over
a bit of firo and a cup of tea, you know.
Como along, my dear!”

She swung her staif into ono hand
and gruuﬁad it firmly; with the other
she reached confidently for my own
and placed it beneath her shoulder and
trundled away with me toward Flaot
atroet, her head perked to ono side like
a little white old bird's; her tnscinating
prattle only now and then checked, ay
some officer or long frequenier of the
quarter pave her commisserating
though heartv greeting, to which she
roplied cheerily, calling each one by
liia Chrigtian name; until we at last
turned into the now darker and less fre-
quented Drury Lane.

A walk of a few steps.in this thor-
oughfare brought us to the fruitercrs'
district, aod we halted belore an an-
clent and narrow structure. Here my
strange companion produced an enor-
mous key, and ushored mo into a hall-
way black as the portals of Erberns.

Ordinarily I wonld not have ascended
ite creaking stairs with any human
other than a Seotland Yard inspector
for a thonsand sovereigns, but I {nit no
fenr with her. Up, up, up wo serambled,
the dwarfod little body puiding mo
witbout misstep or blunder, until a
fourth landing had been reached, when
with a lively “Here we are, my dear,” a
door was thirown opon and we stood full
in the rosy light of a large and cheerful
ronm.

It wan tho loft of the building, trans.
formod in a homely fashion into a most
comfortable abode. A hugo and ane
clent firoploce ocenpiod nearlygoue co-
tiroend, Near this, at one side, were
curlons eupboards, and, at the other, a
snow white bed. Between, full in the
warm firelight, stood an ample table,
ready sot, and besido this was o laree
easy chair, turned portly to tho fire,
with & pair of cosy slippora reating in-
vitingly at its foat,

“It's all mine, from eurb to rool, sir;"
anid Botty proudly. “Forly yoars is n
long, long time; but I sn{d to mysell,
now, maybo he witl b a long tima com-
ing back, and how happy be'll be to
linve o home, ull of onr own, in which
to lay his head. Yes, forty years!—
forty yeara!" she added with a pathatic
tromor in her voico. "“And I began as
cbarwoman to the fruiterera in Drury
Lane. Now, thoy pay e real, my
dear!"”

Uut along ono slde of the narrow
lolt were n few low and tidy cots. She
aaw my inquiring look and said with
the awoetest wmilo I had secn on hier
drawn old faco:

“That's Drury Lane Detty's hospital,
When I'm in the streets at nighl—
looking for him, you know l—ofllentimes
some ono falls to the earth, as I told
you. It Botty knows ol it, this is where
thoy bring thom for n little, my doar;
for I think, what il ho fell to the sarth,
might not sotue other body do the samo
for him? Yew, yos, voal—forty years in
a long, long timo, my doar!"

"Llowa you, aunty, for tho.dearcst,

bravest soul in London!" barst {rom my
lipa as I aimost reversntly patted her
white old head. *“And you have been
all these yedrs trying to find him "

The white face azainst the gateway of
another hospital was now haonting me
more ominously and desperately than
tbis living double of the little ofd face
in the inkeand, :

Bhe was pouring the tes into the
cupe. A cupand sancer stood before
the half tarned arm ebair. She raised
the kettles as if 1o ill this omplr cup.
Ithought her fuce grew more pallid for
an instant. She hesitated in a scared,
slartled woy and then sald sadly and

plaintively:
“All—thesa—years! Why, I nearly
filled bis cup! “Tell me, sir!l—tell mo!

—wonld [ not kuow it here—here, sir,”
as her hand fluttered to her loyal heart,
“if he was dead?"

“Yes, yos, yos!" )

“and you are gure he is still living 7"

1t would have been n cruel heart that
could have cast the shadow of a single
doubt upon this almost infinite patience
and faith; and I answered her with the
bravest words I could. 3

Then as wo sat nt tea, I listened, lie
tened, to anothier life-drama of walting,
gearching, longing, #nch as books can
never tell; listened to hopes and plans
ond faitlis as {resh and sweot and inne-
cont as uver maiden Lreathed to other
maiden's enger cars; and listened, dar-
ing not to roveal what 1 exultantly
loped and believed, for the one word,
the absent husband's nume, to make
we snle and sure.

Deapest srtitice could not securs iL
Wiliest surprise would not reveal it
As though it were the lsst elender
thread that held her to bher omn, ehe had
boried thie most nseded thing, per-
baps from the very liorror ol which
might come from its ntterance, in the
innermost deptha of ber irreconciliably
tender yet cunning nature and life.

I'he pray of the morning hiad come
when I arose to go.  And would I cowe
again ?—lor at times the hours were
lonely here. Yes, and yos and yes again,
from me, il 1 eould bring aloog a-friend,
[hen the sooner the better, the sweol
old volce prattled and prattled ov. To
breaklast, then, this very moroing, at
ten—for this friend might know him.
Yes and yes sgain and azain, as Lstroked
her silvered Liead and turned away.

Then to my inn for n few hours' slesp
—my story etill nntounched—where the
face in the inkstand had wholly faded
out with the night; and then Ifella
solemn conviction that the sign had
been renl and sure and true.

At last, with all speed, to Royal Chel-
sen Hoapital, where I learned that
Uncle Billy had suflered a ead turn in
tho night and where his pensioner com-
rades whispered he would follow Mike
to Brompton now.

“Now Il love can save him!" 1
mentally vowed ; nod 10 an hour's time
1 had him clad in his laming Prince Al-
bart and the smartest be possossed and
safely boside me in a swiltly whirling
hansom, hoaded for the Strand and
Drury Lane.

With Yuruinu lips, lowerlng brows
and wildly bulging eyes, the old pen-
gioner often essayed to speak, nnd I as
often Increased Liis dazed wonderment,
but silenced bim with, “I've found a
friend who knew her, Uncla Billy!"

As wo alighted in Drury Lane, a fow
old fruiterars standing &t tbeir doors
nodded and whispered together:

“Maybe it's him, ot last!”

Insido the hallway an impulse asized
me to bid him remove his lumbering
shoos. 1le obeyed me unquestioningly,
and we stole soltly through laboriousiy
up the etairway to Aunt Betty's open
door. When we entered, the liitlo
dwarl was busy in her hospital ward of
the loft.

1 seated Uncle Billy in the huge arm
chair, drew the waiting slippers apon
his feet, and the old war-dog in an in-
stant, had closed his eyes with inex-
pressible peacelulnesa and joy.

Then, stepping to Aunt Betty's side,
there was n pleagant morning greeting,
just ns though we bad known ench
other for years.

“Aunt Betty,” I bezan with illy sup-
prossed excitement, “my [riend is over
there, by the fireplace,  Won't yon see
if he is in the right chnir? I'll bo back
presently from the atreet.”

1sped down that ancient stairway os
though I hadcommitted a capital crime,
But my flight was not swift enough to

revent my hearing & few quick thump-
ngs of Aunt Betty's staft upon the tioor
of the loft; a hoarse gurgle of, “Fore
God!—Betty |—It's you! Purty heyes,
'ump an’ halll” a sweest voiced ripple of,
“Wiiliam Merrill!—something told me
the waiting'd soon ba done?’ and my
knowing that in the blessod silence
which followed, as blissful a loyve ns
sarth had ever known had found snew
its own.

A murmar of eager impatienco finally
gocceadad the nlmost reverential allence

1ad

DO YOU KNOW YOURSELF

It {s & Faot That Very Few Pao.
ple Do.

ARE WE REALLY ¥

Nearly Every Man and Womap |,
America Has a Tendency (a Oug
Dangerans Direction—What i¢ Lo

SE,

“All ronds lead to Rome."” Thiy wy,
trae in the time of the Roman Empiry,
Rome was the ceater of civilization agg
all ronds led to it

But we are living in tho time of
American civilization and we live Iy,
differently from what they did in jhe
Itoman times. Competition Is greater
the straing of life are more :nmm-'
social demands aro more exacting lné
bousehold and family cares wore try.
ing, and from out of it all we tud thy;
all the rouds of our moderu existency
lend but to one ¢nd,

Do you msk what thisis? W g
swer, Hright's Disosse, This ternt)
thia subtle, this little understog
disease {8 our great molern mongier
Muany ayman supposing himsell |o :m:
fect hoalth has died suddouly, when §
is discovered he was a victin to Brighyy
dissase.

Hundreds of womens who wore in ap.
parent hoalth, but yoi who “"did not fgel
quito well,” who had weak, narvous, dps
pressed and bearing-down leslingy, why
longed for life and yet who did not ep.
joy it, huva\rumd awny and over iy
graves could be writien the wordy,
“Bright's disoass.”

Many children wbo bave jpased
through wscarlet fever which et fy
traces upon the eystem, who had, per.
baps, eome jhherent traita of wenkoen,
Lad struggled toward manhoal and
womanhood, only to die premutnraly—
of what? Of Bright's discass of ihy
kilneys—nothing else.

_ It spema that ail tho roade of disesss
in modern civilisation loml to this one
great goal, vlr.:—BriFI.lI,'i digenme, 1t 5

#ad but anfortunately it is true,

Do you ask what can be done? Manj.
fostly guard yourself in time. Thers iy
no more danger [rom Bright's digsas
than there is from a cold if it in kept
away from tho system by proper care,
precantion nad foretbought, It is truy
thero is only one remedy that bas erer
been discoverad which can pravest it
or cure it after it has been contracled,
but that remedy will do it promptiy
and in every case. Itis known through.
out the civilized world as Warnar's Safy
Cure. It has accomplishod what hay
never been accomplished before. It
has taken men and women who wers
weak, run_down and debilitated, wih
strange paing throughout the body, wlo
did not know what ailed thow asd it
has restored them to porfect hoalth aad
strength. It hos taken people who [al
that they ‘had heart difficulty, logg
trouble or nervous aiflictions but who
were in reality on she rond to Brights
disease and has restored them perfecily
and complately. It has done this in
thousands of cases in the past snd it
can do it in every case now.

Mr. Edward B, Mugphy president of
the United Railway uliplh? Compaay,
1216 Filbert street, Philadelphia, wa
prononnced by thres differeat physi.
ciana to be a victim of Bright's disess.
This wae in the spring of 1801, Hi
friend, Mr, A. L. Grant, insisied upon
liis trying the great Safe Cure in which
be was & firm bellever. What s the re-
sult? Mr. Murphy is to-day & perfacily
well man ond has been ever since be
began using Bafe Cure.

1f won, reader, are wise you will ex
amine yoursell and see in wiat ceoli-
tion you may be and take such care sal
precaution for the fuluro as any win
man or woman shonid.

STATIONERY, BOOKS, ETC.

FOOT BALL

+ + SUPPLIES

Inter-Collegiate Balls,
Rugby Regulation Balls,
Cheap Amateur Balls.

Extra Bladders for Best Balls

STANTON'S gt S

which had fallen upon the Liled
company a8 the Student Traveler's tale
was done.

“Bat the story!—the story!"” was
chornsed. “Was that story ever writ-
ten 7"

“Eh?—0h, yea; the story. Yes" the
student traveler concluded musingly;
*“and quite in time for press, It was a
thrilling atory ol grand and impossible
people of whom grand snd impossible
people dearly love to read, while grand-
ly and imposaibly ignoring euch simple
lives aud loves as these. But the story
of the face in the inkstand has never
been even imperfectly told until now.”

Wihen Others Fail
Hood's Barsaparilla bullds up the shat-
tered evstewy by giving vigorous action
to the digestive organs, creating an ap-
petite and purifving tho blood. 1t is
prepared by modern wmothods, posses.
‘sos the groatest curative powers, and
Lins the most wonderful record of actual
cures of any inedicine in existence.
Take only Hood's,. 3

Hoop's Pruis are puroly vegelable,

and do mot purge, pain or gripe. 25c

A S

HMopklos' Blafl

Cuitcano, Nov. L—=Mayor Hopkins to-
day began suit for £50,000 damages from
John R, Tanner, chairman of the Re-
publican etate central commities, for
libel, The elaim is made because of thp
assortion of Mr. Tanner that the mayor
wne “Iovzmg blackmail on the vies of

the ecity.
BEFORE i
ad spent hundreds @
of dollars TRYING varlous remrdcie: +
and physicians, none of which did me &
A:ng Enmh IM}' finger nai}s cn}me off, &
B an alr came out, leavin, bt
B perfectly bald. [ then went to i

HOT SPRINCS

% Hoping to be cured by this celebrated
W treatment, but very soon became

I could get relief
from a most horri-

was

®disgusted, and decided to TRY j5

The effect

I was entirely cured—
cured by 5. 5, S, . *
Hat Springs haa lai‘l'u'\'l.‘.‘n e
WM. S, LOOMIS, Shrevepor, La.
Our Doak on 14,
TRl red 1o nny midens 00 &
EWIFT BPEOIFIO CO., Atlants,Ga.

F I AL | ey

Fine Stationery!

Wo have just opened oue of the
finest lines of Writing Papers we
bave ever carried. By looking ia
our south window you will be con
vineed,

CARLE BROS,
o020

1308 Market Strost
S——

Scnoot, BOOKS

And Echool Statlonary.
Miscallnteons Books,

Cheap Publieations.

l-'luhlnn and Literury Magainos

Dally aud Weakly Papers dolivered anyuhits
C. H. QUIMBY,

s 1414 Markot Streel
—

- GROCERIES ETC.
EW ORLEANS
NZRix

F—MOoOL.ASSES.—!
The new crop (1891) has arrived at
H. F. BEHRENS'

No branch stares. o217 Marked Sirolb
N EW PRUNELLS,
CITRON,

ATRICOTS,
PRUNES Flia
ORANAGE PEEL, RAISINZ
LEMON PEEL, CURRANTS ol

=C, V. HARDING & CO+
06 Markot Steeed
e —

L

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.

Milsic at Half Prict.

pdot

Heroafter wo will soll all new and s
Sheet Musfo at IIALF PRICE

mi? F. W, RATIMER & 00
E ARE SOLE AGENTS

-" IN TIIS VICINITY FOIL
The Celebrated J. E. Pepper &Co. ‘HEEH

Deslides we carry In stock nt ull thmes e

an Ol FL Honey, Doogherty, tiet

tilbson aud Guekenhalmer, auid any o ri‘.

of this elusy usually carriod by fint ruaa‘:};
BCHAEFER & DRIEHORS!

ootk 1424 Mato e
#JOB + MORKH®

NEATLY AXD PROMITLY EXE (e

AT TLLE ISTELLIGENCRIE J0U HUO¥




